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a slender blue-eyed girl. 


V-/ do red Into the dim light beyond 

; tho splintered platform of tho 
Redding station and dropped hor bog. 
Then she leaned quietly agalnBt the 
aeituphoro polo and cried. 

Swuiison woo oiling up hlo 000 
freight engine on tho second track, 
hardly ten feet away. At the eight of 
n woman In team h 0 wrlnklod hta eye¬ 
brows perplexedly. Tho girl orled 
quietly on. Swanson stopped poking 
tho eross-hoad oll-cupa with 
of hJs spring can nnd orossod the ties 
to the semaphore pole, the long nock 

of tho can nodding gravely to his legs 
es ho came. 

''Something wrong, Indy?" ho aekod 
uncomfortably, stopping bosldi 

Perhaps It was the word "lady." It 
might have boon eomethlng in Swan¬ 
son's frray-bluo eyes. At any rate, tho 
girl tried hard to oonceal that she hod 
boon crying. 

•'I—It Isn't muoh," ehe protected 
hastily. Hor brace-up was so sudden 
that Swanson mloundernto 
thought he was being told tb mind hlo 
own business. 

“Excuse me," he offered awkward¬ 
ly. “I thought maybe X could help 
you or something.” He started oway, 
but turned at tho sound of a muffled 
Boh. 

"If you wanted to help me. why 
didn't you ask me?" chokod tho girl, 
winking hard to keep back the lears. 
"Because I'm a boob," enswored 

Swanson. Penitently ho ntudlcd tho 
platform. When ho looked up. In- 
etoad of a tenrdrawn face, ho found 
clear, pale skin, the softest of black 
hair, and eyoa with the purest look In 
tbom that ho had over scon, 
ed ten seconds more. "Can I help you 
now?" ho asked humbly, "if I can 
roreembor I can't unices you tell m< 
what's the matter." 

*1 lost tho loot section or my ticket,' 

confessed tho girl. "And X haven' 
any money. I spent all I had left for 
something to eat at Fort Wayne.” 

"Fort Wayne!" echoed Swana< 
•■Nothing to cat since Fort Wayne! No 
wonder you-look so white. I thought 
at first you powdered your complexli 
Wher'e you going? .Walt hero. I'll bo 
back In. a Swunson a• 

trresslvely on to tho coaohea of Nlnoty-. 
two for which ho was waiting to fol¬ 
low up to Fenn City, 

He found Nlnctytwo's important Ut¬ 
ile conductor in the vestibule of his 
smoker. 

"We'll fce'cut of your way In a min¬ 
ute," snapped that uniformed individ¬ 
ual before Swanson could epeak. 
"Can't go too aoon for me. Hang 
these women that expect you to carry 
them for nothing. The way 
a conductor Is a orime." 

"Flinty," began Swanson determln- 
kdljv I-" 

"A girl, mind you I" went 
conductor, unheeding. “Sho said she 
lool 'her tlckot on the Penney—a 
fishy story. Ono of her kind caught 
me once. A respectable looking old 
. woman, she was- With her promis¬ 
ing to mall the money In the morning 
and to remember me in n 
took her up. Never heard a word 
from, her." Tho little conductor 
looked at hla watch, then reached for 
his whistle cord. "Never lot a wo¬ 
man promise you anything, Home. 
She'll novor keep it." 

"Br—It's getting damper," said 
Bwanson. "Feels like rain." He 
wolteil thoughtfully while Ninety- 
two'a lighted coaches swung by him. 
Then he followed and cut across her 
red tall lights to his onglno. 

"Bill." he mentioned to hla flroman, 
who wag "cocked up" on the loft side, 
"I might carry nomobody tonight far 
ns Queenston, She’s (tuck hare with¬ 
out any monoy. I sort—of know lifer. 
How about putting hor on yournldn?” 

"Sure. Oo ahead," useonted BUI, 
getting to hla*foot. Swanson hurried 
out. Ho found tho girl qulotly w< 

Ing for him by the semaphore pole. 

'Couldn't «lo much with that c 
flnetor." ho explained apologetically. 
"He's an old crab. About tho only 
thing I can do now 11 tako 
in tho cnb. Hay bo you won't mind. 
It’s .dirty, but It won't bo so dirty 
since you don't have anything whit* 

"I'd be glad to get In a coal car- 
Juat'ao It went to Queonuton." do 
clarcd tho girl. Bho followed Swan¬ 
son across the trAck to Ms steam- 
bathed engine and wan Just putting 
her foot on tho stern of tho tender 
wlicn a young voice called Imperious¬ 
ly from tho platform: 

".llint a minute, pnglncman! Who's 
t*. K/d your taking a woman on your 

Tho girl stood at once still as If 
"moled to iho clndors. Swanson-turned 
nnd saw the road foroman of engines. 
>oung Korn**, who lu tho Inal two 
months had bean Jumping about from 
assistant trainmaster to assistant chief 
draftsman of the locomotive shops, to 
t ravelins rnr-lrncor, In bln present 
Important position. It was not wholly 
n coincidence that his father was vice 
president of the road. 

"Giving a lltila lift," explained 
Kwanson. "Missed Nlnoty-two. Got 
t« get to Queenston tonight. Friends 
expeot hor." 

"Tott ought to know if* Against the 


Thi* doesn't come under tho 


r," protested Swanson. "An 
n to Bill Hendel can't waste 
steam. That's why I always figured 
1 might sooner turn It Into something 
lharf lot It pop off and woate.'* 

'But It Isn't on cnglncman'o btul- 
s," persisted tho superintendent, 
hiding a sinllo. "Wo don’t htro an 
ongineman for music.-. 


only wJs 


Queenston I'll taka double good ;every board—especially 

time.' 

When Swanson went to hlo place. | "Hut you waste .team, 
ha found Keens still oa tho platform. 

1-headed 

onglnoman makes & fool out of hlm- 
solf and has to bo shorn- or a certain 
privilege he has." observed tho road 
foreman meaningly. 

Swanson's only answer was tho call 
hlfl flagman, four shrieking blasts 
that must have troubled young Keens's 
few minutes later the Redding 
platform tvas left behind, and with an 
•-faster Bhup-shnp ehup-sbup .they 
bowling up through the Redding 
1 yards. 

I To Swanson's ays there were tew 
things profiler than a ralload at night. 

Ho nevor tlrod of It. Darknesa now 
. . lightly baok yards of Nloh- 
Alloy. Ahead on the Oley st 
brldgo hung, In pairs, a constellation 
rod, green nnd white lights, roost 
of thom r«d. Far beyond the dim out¬ 
line of tho bridge woro tho two rod 
tall lights of a oaboose, probably 
ohanging crows, on an extra run to 
Ponn City. On the east-bound track 
facing headlight, with tbs two 
white side lights that mark an extra. 

Hore and thoro. low on the ground, 
gleamed n dozen rod switch lights and 
blonded red nnd blue dwarf lights. 

Dead ahead, fresh as minted silver, 
curving ono exactly with the othor 
for nil the world like the toy tracks 
under tho Christmas troe, amazingly 
frail to bear up hurtling tons of train, 
lay the west-bound twin rlbbonB of 


con knock the middle out of her," 
lansworod Keens shortly. 

won't do It," asserted B1U right- 
I oouBiy, 

"If you're .looking for nuspenslon, 
like your eagtneman was tho other 
night, keep right on.” sold Keens. 
"You have an excellent opportunity 
of being stopped from doing more 
thins, thun making a iiOIbo on an en- 
I Blue whistle." 

BIlVii eyes widened. 

"So It was you, was It?" he ashed 

ilonlly. "You dirty scab! I ash 


soon—poetry, "Eonrs of tho nail." 
nave him a quick satisfaction— 
not that sho had judged him a reader 
of poetry, but that sho herself must 
Mho It. On tho fly-leaf ho found, 
daintily written In bluo Ink: “To the 
Homo, Stvoot Homo Engineer from a 
very grateful person. 1’leaso play It 
some more," 

"Sho hoard my “Home, Sweet | 
Rome,’" he Buebtd. "I wonder did 
she really like Itl 1 ' 

, Hxnotly a week later Matt.ru Uand- 


T H 


III3SB magical twin rails! They 
always full of romance to 
Swanson. Ho could never 
I quite grow accustomed to th# thought 
that those somo rails ran all the way 
to Chicago. New York and San Frap- 

... that they spanned watorlws 

dcBorts, crossed deep, wldo rivers, 
wound over the great mountains, and 
touched hot sand, cool plains, nnd 
snowy mountain passes. When ho 
thought these things. Swanson 
brontbod deeply; bo realized that he 
as in a great business. 

This realisation had spurred his 
ambition and caused him to spend 
only throe years before tho flroj end 
' kept him keenly watching to 
right thing before anyone 
could tell him to do It. Often, when 
they lay out somewhore waiting for 
a olear block, the rest of tho • 
watched the board like hawks, each 
wonting to bo tho flrnt to call, 
"Thpre's your board, Homo." But 
when the board would finally turn, 
the first man’s opening word would 
be drowned In Swanson's calling his 
flagmen In. 

Ho had been thinking what a fine 
night It was for "Home, Bwost Home” 
to carry over Into Second Valley when 
his fireman touched him on the shoul¬ 
der. 

"Play 'Sweet Homo' a little.'' 

"Not tonight," answered Swanson, 
Inclining his chin toward the girl on 
ptdo of tho high "goat" 

boiler. 

“Bet she'd like It," indignantly de¬ 
clared Dill. 

"Too much llko showing off," Swan- 

l scornfully shook his head. 

■Play something else, then," urged 

Bill, who never understood, "Crow 
rooster for her." 



"Tou ought to put her name on 
,". Mattorn mentioned thoughtfully. 
Swanson eald nothing. Ho realised 
a eeoond that lio couldu’t toll Mat- 
torn that ho didn't know hor name. 
That would nuko It look as though 
oho had bocn a flirt, and, of course, 
I't. .He feigned IndlfforoncO 
and wished ho could And out some-' 
how what hor namo was 

'You do that for me, Mattern," ho 
coaxed. "You can writs much bet¬ 
ter than mo." 

"Oh, I don!t know,” protested Mat- 
term modestly. “How shall I put it 
down?" 

"Just tho plain name." said Swan- 
u with Indifference. 

"I’m not sure Just how It's spelled," 
oonfessed Mattorn. 

"I toll you,” said fiwanoou hastily, 
•Wo want to make ouro wo spoil lt ( 
right. Suppose you ask . aomobody, 
confidentially llko, you know. Don't 
tell them what you want It for. Then 
>u can put It down exactly right.” 
Mattorn ugreod doubtfully. 

"Now, do you know whero you're 
going to semi It?" asked Swanaon. 

•Whorol Why whero'd you think7 
Oat where she lives." 

"I know,” said Swanson scornfully. 
"Whet I want to know la that you're 
sure you know where sho lives.” 

"Hor l Why, sho's a companion to 
old Mrs. Coleman, at tho Coleman 

mansion up on tho hill!” 

"I Just wanted to ma 
knew," said Swansofl with relief. 
"I'll be much obliged to you, Matt. 
Make sure you’re confidential, even 

to your wlfo." 

Mattern promised, but something In 
hla mannor made Bwanaou ausploloui 
"What's the matter? Don't you 
want to take it out to her?' 

"It ain't that." Tho agent turned 
the book ovtr In his hands, 
thought maybe I ought to tall you 

something. X don't Ilka to mention 
»y names—and then X don't llko to 
o 70U got the short end. Did you 
'or think that aomobody else might 
it you out?" 

Bwanson shook hla head with quiet 
confidence. 

"You yourself saw the things sho 
brought mo," ho said simply. 

hope you're right," muttered 
Mattorn, reassured by Swanson's face. 

whllo oho ennw down 
Jots and asked loads of questions 
about tho railroad. Most of them 
wor® qtdcwlse quest l ono about-you. 
Bho thought your -Homo, Byoei 
Homo- tho aondlost thine she'd 
hoard. But lately she hasn't 
down." 

fS WANSON looked thoughtful. 

^ glanced up to the distant 
^ men house on tho hlU. 

"Matt," he began confidentially, 
yot asked 


o hor. 




t kno\ 


"Ju»t a minute, ongineman l Who's O. K.'d your taking 
ton some time when 1 blow for those 
seven crooolngj," 

"It's business, Home," explained tho 
{superintendent. 

"Not muoh uoo for Anybody to ©all 
me 'Home' any more," said Swanson 
forlornly. "If you say I'm not to 
Ho watted 


i woman on your 
you right now, come down off this 
engine and tak® your ooat off." 

"You certainly are looking for sus¬ 
pension," drawled young Keens, but 
hlo volco Shook norvouoly. 

"Bill," said Bwanson sharply, "hold 
on to yourself and do ae he say a." 


well enough for that—with us giving 
each other things llko wo dor' 

" “QosHi I’d think so," declared the 
Agent.:: - . ~v- 
"Then put it down," aaid flwennon 
eagerly. "Writ® if on the book that 
I'm coming down next Sunday.” 

The following* Sunday morning 
Bwanson caroa to the Sabbath-quieted 
little town and struck out eagerly for 
the hdua© on tho hill. But desplio 
himself, ho passed irrosolutoly by tho 
gray floldstono gateposts. 

.Turning bock to try It tho second 
lime, ho passed them again. "If only 


to hla coal, leaving hla engineer monl - out of the oftlcc. 


j dream about tho othor homo, 

..ad, a misty, wistful little grai 
futuro home, ibat had been the in- 
pplralion of the "Homo, Swoot Homo" 
i his engine whistle. 

A tune on an engine whistle! Ran¬ 
dom believed it. They cijlod it a 
fceblo fake. More than a dozen fiuu 
b®‘t good money ngnlnnl it; only to 
come and lewn that to ovory man. 
woman and child In Fenn Valley it 
waa as common property as tnc’mir- 
ado of the sun, Night after, nicht, 
llko the song of come gi ant aplrit 
stalking down tho valloy. tho son's 
drifted pondorously across tho fields. 
Sometimes tho high not® In tlia third 
bar was a trifle flatted, as Bwanson 
trlod In vain with 180 pounds to reach 
It. Usually his flrot throo 
so low that they could scarcoly bo 
recognized. But It was non® the leas 
"Homo. Bwoot Homo." And, played 
on this great screaming flute, It held 
solemn majesty that stopped 
ad In whatever you happened to 
doing and held you fast until It 
is done. In many pnrtn of tho val* 
v farmers and their wives and chl|. 
on walled nlghlly for It boforo thoy 
nnt to bed. 

Snatches of tbl* misty little gray 
home of— u lon»orraw''- werft ©till drift- 
gh Swanson'* Hoad, when ho 
suddenly fame to and brought his 
train to a clanking stop itl tho small 
tatlen. 


£ri$ 


B ILL gritted his tcoth and subsided. 
At the next Biding ho grimly 
knocked down his tiro as re¬ 
quested. Then Swanson started tha 


flremnn, ofton b«SBeJ , c , d Bovtn Hundred englno 


play at such 
places as the Mlnnersvllle Cut-off and 
Shllllngton Link. But Bwanaon 
Insisted he would never play It again. 
When tho managers stopped it, they 
bad' killed It...ho maintained: and tho 
farmers with their wives and rosy- 
chcckcd youngsters listened In vain 
tlio familiar tune ss they pared 
their evening apples in Ponn Valley; 
In Bwanaon's big, slmplo heart 
\ full resenlmont against young 
Keens, who surely had been tho com- 
dalnant. Tho elder Kcoiid'o summer 

home was Jutt outside of Queenston. 

But the muzzling of "Home, Swoet 

Homo" was not all of Swanson's bad 
luck. For tho fourth morning now, 
the round-honae elato hail him down 
for an old burned-out aoven hundred 
engine. For the fourth morning, Bill 
cursed It as a useless bunch of Junk. 

This name fourth morning, Merrlt. 
th« conductor, brought up to the cab 
a written mcoango from tho traJn-run- 
nor, signed with the etiperlntendent'a 
Initials 


& b r 


. 108 


never felt belter," she answered, 
paused earnestly on the nteol 
apron. "Lator, I’m going to try to icll 
you how grateful I am." Then nho 
made hor way quickly down to tho 
gravely platform. Tho lsnt Bwanson 
raw of her she waa walking toward 

the still lighted buslncfw eectlon of 

town, her Utile black bag In her hand. 
Tho last ho thought of hor—Thor# 


The r 


wo days Swanson Mew 


n It Ad dim: and ohn 
o nuywhero." 
you no authority t 


*nld kindly. "Nobody < 
doas." 

"He’ll make trouble for you," pre¬ 
tested the girl. "Pleaso go on with¬ 
out me. I'll he \V»ry grateful Just tho 

Swanson'* ontj-i reply was to pick 
W up, I>.ig -fid nil, ns If she wero a 
kitten, ant stand hor'on the tender 
apron. Up swung up after her to the 
nreman’P ecat, where, a innmont lalor, 


rfecl bars of "Home. 8«rcet Homo" it* 11 
rnch tlmo ho paened through Queeiw- ■ 
ton. At the ssrno time his blue eves 
searched -Iho tewn for a womanly 

•llsh face with the ' ^ 


cause for maltlnr poor time. 

L M M 

'Toil answer It, Home," urged Mer- 

HI. gbtllng readyhls comluotor'g book' 1 

as a pad. 

nay." Bwanson 
thought a moment, then dictated 
slowly: ”0. A. V. Fcoblencsg, old 
and general disability on part of 
engine 7-13 Is cause of making poor 
tlmo." C. A. V. were tho initials of 
tho ohlef trnln-dispatcher. 

Merrlt added tho words "C A B No. 
108," folded the mcssigo up in lead 

stripped from a torpedo, and threw 
It off at Poole Junction. Two sta¬ 
tions farther on, young Keens await¬ 
ed them. Ho had corns up from Red¬ 
ding on Eighty-three. He fligged 
Swanson briefly, and clambered 
aboard. 

'What's tho matter with this en- 
ic ?" hr demanded sggrcAtlvely. 
'Won't pull the train," answered 
pimply. 


Sheridan grade. 

"Now you'll see her pick up,” prom¬ 
ised young Keens, going confidently 
to the left side. 

Old engine number Seven Hundred 
and Thirteen managed to groan up a 
mil© and a quarter of the Bhorldan 
grade. Then, with a last trembling 

p, bho faltered and dlod. 

•What’s the matter now7” callod 
young Keens, coming around tho 

boiler. 

‘Steam's down to a hundred and 
ten,” answered Swanson regretfully. 

"And still going," added Bill. 

"Damnatlonl" exolalmod young 
Keens. "Can’t your man fire on en¬ 
gine?” 

Bwanson saw the flush burning 
through tho black on Dill's fao®. Ho 

»t up from his seat grimly. 

"Keens, you're read foreman," he 
•aid. “Dui you woon't given your Job 
Just so you could bawl us fellows out 
supposed to tell us how to get 

along with m» onglno when wo enn' 
got along with her no more. That' 
what you get paid for. ’ Now we want 
to know what's the matter with thh 
engine." 

"There isn't anything the matter 
•wtlli" KBr,—n*jrsTtod-Keens-heatedly. 
"I'll see after this that a real ©nglno- 
man gets thlB engine." 


book. Again a message on the fly¬ 
leaf, written In the somo blue Inki 

"Happy Weekaversary," fiwansoa 
whistled softly and figured In his men¬ 
tal calendar that It rrao Juot two 
weeks from the day he bad carried 
her to Queenston. "The thoughtful- 

pages he found a card with the words she'd see 

“Why have you stopped playing hc °‘ MO - 

‘Home, Sweet Homo'?" I Ho turned to try It for tho third time. 

That day BUl caught Mm at the then h$ stopped short. Whom would 
book, and Swanson had to explain. h© ask for? What would ho cay if 
“Books Is all right, Horae." agreed I the? wanted to know why he wanted 
Bill, gravely. "But you can’t oat i her? What could ho say 1C ho 
thorn when you sot married." oouidn’t say anything to that? Near 

Swanson snorted contemptuously, tho flcldetone gato-poata again he 
But ho was filled with pride tho fol- | wavered nervously: then ho saw a. fig- 
lowing week when fhoro enmo n box , ure In cool, dainty white appear In 
of tho most delicious creation he had the green arbor near tho houao. 

tasted—Now Orleans moiaemo. Somotliing convincingly familiar in 
pull tatty, spun Into light gold that; the figure norved him. Ho strodo 
melted In hla mouth. Eaoh ploce was (eagerly up the drive, And It wm no 
wrapped In the daintiest waxed paper j surprino to find that it was really, 


twisted at oitheTThd into the most 
exacting of flaring ears. ' Bill tasted 
It okcpllcolly, tlunrtmoohamed, ooked 
for more. Later, Swanson heard him 
brag about It to tho crow. The re¬ 
mainder of iho day Swanson «pont 
wondorlng whether sho might havo 
possibly intoadod the candy by its 
common nam® of "kisses." Next 
"wcokaveraary" morning he was ell 
agog ovor what It was going to be. To 
hie mingled ecstasy and surprise he 4* 


truly ahe, 

"You don't mind I stopped to 
whoro you llvod?" ho aakod oo hum¬ 
bly as only a strong man ca 
•1 don't look sorry, do I?" sold 
tho alrl with a wonderful «mlle. 

• Your folks horo—do you think 
thoy might care any?" 

Tho girl flushed. 'They aren’t 
folks, you —•>* 

KNOW," Interrupted Swath 


I KNOW," interrupted Bwanson 
understanding^. "I don't bo- 

.* mj. . i llovo I'd havo tho nerve to com< 


"I brought It to you myself today," 
Bbo said, up on hor tiptoes to reach 

his outstretched hand, Thon to his 

chagrin sho turned gaily and fled. 
Inside the white paper Bwanson. 

found a cluster of freeh cinnamon 
buna, generously slick brown on the 
bottom with me pureii of "thickened 
| sirup. Ho meted ono breathlessly, 

waa caught lt> the act and forcod to 

t t ^x::vzu':z. 

i : u jr,:\vr n ::ri irs r; 4 «° 

open ono of tho doors. "You’re goJng to havo a great llttlo 

^ ou looked in thoro a minute ago, home some day, Homo," said Jako, 
mid quietly to Keen*, 'but you ! U | th a e«toh in his volo*. His wife 
didn’t see anything. If you 11 look had been dead for iwo yeara. "Whon 
•refully, you'll *«o that tho u comoj, you don't want to forget ““ 
flues are leaking badly, and so are 1 * •• — • 

tho mud-rings and so am the atay- 
boltp. Dill’s fire stood hsr off pretty jboyr 
well until you made him knook tho 
middle out of her. You can see what's 
happened since,*' 

long minute young Keens 


wrest t 


> ho had « 


mperlntendont tailed 


ngulur 


fr,l hci 




('thing «ff 'he lid. "Thom's Jolly 


hint into the office. 

•Home," e*l4 the official, looklni 

out of tbo window, “we'vo bad a oom- |d 

plaint from up (he ling about your | - 
aylni ihat 'Homs, Rwert Home.' l' 

rrn’l you ovorSoing It7“ I' 1 "" 

BwAnnon war. plainly taken aback. Jllc. 
"Never-never know that nnybodj 
dn't Uks l» befer*." h« mnnagod t- 
utter. "Most people (old me thoj 
wanted to henr It—especially aroun< 

•enn City." 

•This was at Queenston " said th« 
uperlntcmtont. ".lost why have yoi 


llmmm. Open It.” 

Bwanson .'Ilonlly com pH 
»o knew Kqim would fln 
he stcam-^pipM leaking. 


'd havo tho nerve to coroo 
If they were. I Just wonderod 
whothor thcj J d 

ro to only one,” explained tho 
girl. "That's Mrs. Coleman. Bho Is 
swcot and won't be down this 

morning till 11." 

'I wish you'd nek mo to c ome at 
■g/v-wistrefl ;SwjnTsmT~*nrncatty: 

will,” promlsod tho girl, "if you'll 
only start to play 'Homo, fiwcot Jfomo' 
again. If you could only stand up 
iho hill and hear how beau¬ 
tiful and Imprcaslvo It sound a, Why 
won't you play It any more?” 

"I wnn complained of.” enld Swan¬ 
son' briefly. “Tho namo man did it 
who wanted to keep you off my cab 
that night at Nodding. 0 

“Oh, I'm iu> sorry. It wm my fault| 
then." 

"No., sir. ll'a hla fault,” replied 
ByririioV (trimly, "lie nsver tllrt llko 
to hear It or any other music." 

"Ho was a coward to report you," 
pried the girl. Sho clenched her oroall 
' Swan- 


i good friend f 


I N. his boardinr-houis that night he 
took out of hla poeket the paper 
,. V i n iu»s m.mutv •*»>•> . In which the buns had been, 

bent down, peering Into the sizzling i wrapped, To his dallght. he found 1,0 fcP,,nK, >' 

-box. Ho got up stiffly, words written In th« familiar blue i l ’ 00 " heart 

■Jloih ef you ought to hs sueponded ,lnk. 'This Isn't much—1 don't want] ‘ io ‘j nr( 
insubordination." ha muttored. | you to be paid bsok too soon. Why * ,c P(M<1 sub...,. 

, -o.i c.nn .hop her at Psnn City.'* I won't you play Horn©. Bvroot Homo ?" »© fitAyod till J 

hough Next day, an usual. Bwanson’a Hs rend the first Mntenos ©vsr'H'O ereen arbor they paged togolher 
neither of hRrily ryon sonrchcd again es they I sgaln. Paid baokl Bwanson sat up through hip gift book of bungatows. 

went through Queonston. But he saw! straight and decided It wse time he But Swnnnon couldn l make out why 

'Mmmm. Cloes It Try your oylln- no sign of his late passenger. By the! **vo somelhlng to her. Paid baokl 11,0 « ,rl n ’>*hcd an.l bocama rorvouo 

packing? Mmmra Try it." j night of the sixth day hs wae die-| Swaruon pm up straight and. deoldod eaoh-t—- " - • “* * •''** 

know all tha cylinder- icournncd 'I never thought tho old |u wae tlmo hs gave somethli.g lo her. i room*. 


gravely. He sat down In the arbor 
where ho and «ho had gone over h 

book. He waited and waited. H 
aUyod until it was nearly 1 o'cloc 
and loft only because ho felt It awl 
ward to bo around at meal time. 

"Of x'ourae, It Is not hor fault,” r 
entd to himself as he rode baok i 
Penn City. “Sho's got to bo a con 
ponton to tho old lady. That’s her 
business. If I'd have only known It. 
though. I might have put in the time 
to buy that—I could havo easy, D> 
Jingo, I'll do 11 yet." He hanged ono 
big flat erthualoaUcolly on to tho 
other. 

Two hours more found him oagorly 
peeping in at tho porch window* of 

a stained shingle bungalow In a little 
grove at tho edgo of Penn City, 

“Come Inaldo,'' Invited tho agont 
Swanson took off his hat nnd (topped 
carefully! Into tho empty living room. 

"I always likod thle house," he con¬ 
fided frankly to the acont "Every 
Sunday I UBed to watch It grow up.' 

"It's-a beauty," agreed the agent. 
''Big bay window. Window seat wide 
and doep. Genuine flreplaoe. Hard- 
flooro. French wlndowo out to 
tho voranda.” His uhoca clattered 
Irreverently Into tho adjoining room. 
Swanson followod with moro respeot- 
ful feet "Dining room on the east 
side. Gets the first «un In the morn¬ 
ing. Cheeriest kind of a breakfant 
room, All bay window. Bliy bluo 
paper. Holland border. Kali for 

plates ahd such thing" about th® 
room. Built-In china closet Swing¬ 
ing door to the pantry, if your wlfo 
has her hands full of dashes, sho 

doesn't need to set them down to 

Urn any knob, Nice paniry. Copper 
sink. Another swinging door and a 
slide to tho kitchen. No( so much 
room, but you don't want muoh horo. 
You want your wife to spend her time 
In othor places than the kitchen." 

S WANSON nodded violently and 
followed' tho agont baok into a 
6mall hall on the other aide of 
the house. • “All rooms on one floor,” 
repeated the agent. "fiaveA your wife 
thousands of steps a year." As ho 
tallied he opened tho door of whol 
evidently a bedroom, b\it Swan- 
dld ,no more than poop into It. 
Somohow, It seemed that'he had no 
right thoro. Ho hastily dragged the 
figent down Into the cellar. 

"Cement floor. Best kind of heat," 
chattered tho agent. “Keeps an oven 
tomperaturo all night Still warm In 
ihe morning when you get up. If 
you havo any ohlldron, they'll appre¬ 
ciate that. Any ohlldren?" 

Bwanson gulped and shook hla head. 
"Maybe It’s pretty big for you then." 
said the agent. "Now wo have a 

house right in tho city on-'* 

“No. sir," said Swanson. Tm go¬ 
ing to taka this one.” 

"Yes, .sir. You'll never regret it,” 
agreed tho agent. "I’ll give you our 
best terms." 

"Won't need that Juot yet," ealO. 
Swanson. “A man who works six 
•years at flvo and a quarter a day 
ought to bo able to pay cash." 

The hardest thing Swanson ever 
d was to go through Queenston that 
following wook without blowing 
•Home. Sweet Home.” The next 
Sunday he was under the Coleman ar- 
But boyishly ho 
waited to toll her until It was time to 
leave. Then with hla heart In bln j 
kid ho described 
tho houso from roof to cellar. Tho 
girl listened, drinking In every word. 
■It must bo a. wonderful plac«." 

.0 said softly. "I do wish you *11 
e happiness In tho world.” 

Swanson waa a bit taken bade. 

■Is—lo lh«t all you're solng to 

say?” ho ate. aim bred. 

'What elflO would you want mo to 
■V asked Dio girl gently, looking 
down Into Iho sr.on valley. 

This was still nueer. Swanson tried, 
.to think quickly and arrive at somo 

follovlnn explanation. Perhaps she 

hadn't known him long enough—II 
wouldn't look right. Perhaps oho 
didn't want to leave old Mrs. Cotonum 
Just yot. He hadn't counted exactly 
on this—but It would bo ill rls'd- 
Ho and tho houso could wait. As h, 
was ploklng hie thoughts, an capen, 
stvo motorcar posood along In tho 
rood below. Tho horn called loudly, 
and a young man whom Swanson rec¬ 
ognised waved a hand to the girl, 
who waved bnok. Swanson's eyes 
grow stooly. The man was young 
ICeonft 

"Toil know himl" he asked 
gravely. 

"Ho come, horo with hla mother to 
,tvc Mrs. Coloman. Mrs, Keens and 
Mrs. CoUtnsn are old friends." 

'I thought from Ills waving that 
you might know him,—oert of tvoll." 
mentioned Bwanson. His eyes were 

very_xtlll---.... _ 

T do know him well," sold tho. 
I, "ono thing lies interested u„ 
y much. Ills volco always eoundod 
familiar lo tno, an,l ho soys mlno has 
Mini put neither of "" «»» 

...i where wo ovor soy or heard lire 
other before, Mrs. Coloman nays It's 
romantic. Can ye,. Imagine whore 

wo might htCvo met!" 

"Don't know—don’t know,” mut¬ 
tered Bwanson Atubbornly. For n- full 
minute ho was silent, thon with a 
wistful light I" hlo eyes ho laid 

good-by and went down iho drive* 
Down ftt the quiet llttlo atntlon no 
drew Iho Agent Aeldo. “.Mali, what 
did you moan a month or bo ako when 
you *Ald I Ofi 1 * * ou 

over hear Anythin* About •omebody 
«,!«« going with (he lady up at Colo- 


,<fc 


n'a?" 


cd a 


•ally. 11 


iking 


"Mnv 


l bad, bm he pul hi* 

enough, nothing blew oui. .Thon 
murmurid young Kccna!trlp'« 
walked In * 


•und Iho preni placid onglho and j 
no up on the fircimn'a bMw. 

*1 low murli Alenm you got?" 

■Hiindr<d and fifty.” 

■Ah:” brcAthcd Koenm with the Air 
a dotcrtlvo who hod found « clue, 
opened one of tho flr© doom, 
liI" lie wild again, much louder. "I 
perie,1 aa muoh. Your flro Is much 
high." 

'That Are*" Juet rl*M," declared 
luno going flfrons Insicad 1‘tlll Indlgnnntly. 
of Bcreechln* out unmualcal-llke for | "When we get up here on a tiding, 


I—1 tell ya 
i. flunking, 
six crosalnl 
i i thoiighi 


rdnmmcrrd Swn«-, "A 
thoro In a bunch, tor 


dd bo right,'' he muttered, 
Ini? Iho conductor of Ninety-two. 

on the levenih d*y. on (heir 
town, lhoi stopped to throw ott 
, or.d Jim Metterfl, th( Queen*, 
alien Agent, come out and hand- 
cd Bw.inron a pAckAge. 

"(Iiioft. |h|s !• for you." h* saM 

dryly. "She nnld for the engineer— 
If ho wnn young «Jd Jind light eye- 
brow.", sno'* ntkoi a couple of times 
about you.'' 

"Much obliged," said 
uolly. Dnl his eyo* were glued to Iho 
ribboned pRckBKe and hi* heart 


C'wcskavcrsary” m hers, Ths vcry‘ IJ,iy numminK Hwe.-« 

n«( BslurdAy he Invaded th* only i Ho left Juft in tlmo lo escape secinR 
! bookatore In l'erin City and guardodly , expensho touring-enr. ,pl,,>rr ” ' 
••ked iho Advice of the oUrk. The a«d boArln* a uell grooniCil WJfl 
clerk wae a women who knew the! tn&n and Ma mother, 
conventlone, and she trlfld lo aril Mm 
a vo|um« of travel In Scotland, with 
a decorated cover and colored Ulus- 
irsiione. Hut Bwsnecn warned aoine- 

thing ncArer home. In spite of (he 
clerk’s protest, he bought a bqok en¬ 
dued “Jiungnlows I Have Known," 

Nundsy nnd Monday ha could hArdly 
Walt. On Tuendoy he onlru*lcd ll ( 




under hln o|l-slroakod nil bound up In birthday 
smock. Hardly out of the Queeneion I Mattern. and naked him to sie that 
atetlon, he untied the ribbon. 4 woe | It eurely got to th* right parapn. 


lattovn t.... — .. 

„„.ak i,ls IipsJ. "I don't ksoa 1 

netliltiK. Heme," ke declared; 

••i want »ou to tell ore," Inol.tct 
Wanner, nrlpplnr the a*anl's sxm. 
"I'm not eolnj to hurt anyb.«,, t 
only waot te knorr." 

‘"I never irenrO miteh," protested 
Mattern nnenmfettably. 

•-rhen that's‘alt yea ffet te tell me7" 

' "f don't bpllrvo much In-'* 

"IVImt did you hear, Malt, t asked 

—MY Wife hint heard that ths 

help up at Coloman'*-" He 

slopped. 


and Swussn had nlmo.1 leatnotl I 
court lit* "weekaverrery" xtrl. Tb 
third Sunday ho'found her none. • | SlV a OSOn grimly. "You mlsht a« well 

"She wont out with Mrs. .Coleman | )w . e |t ever villi." • 

In rente In.lyta and yeun* aentlemnn'. •• .. wcll , they Hut Mid." slomntnred 
nitlomobllo," said one of the help. | th0 ngc nt, "that they Believed "he'd 
"She said I should tell yon timl site j b0 „( rPr to young Keens after alts 
would be back n« soon an she eottld, j ra) . n y „„ baek eneogh for doing o 

but «hs oouldn't tell Just when." 
i "Muoh 'Obliged." "*ld Swanson I 


CV.ntinned c 


i X’AgC 1 









